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CHAPTER 
~ ONE ~ 


Ax Battler stood at the bar of the tavern and ignored the shouts and 
screams of everyone behind him. A Heninger, one of Death Adder's 
soldiers, had been caught earlier that day and was being ruthlessly 
tormented, much to the crowd's delight, in a dimly-lit corner. 


“What's the Heninger here for?” Ax asked the inn keeper. 


“The murdering dogs have savaged Yuria for far too long,” the inn 
keeper replied, taking Ax's tankard and filling it with ale. “We take them 
out in the morning and kill them swiftly and cleanly, which is too good for 
them if you ask me.” 


Ax raised the tankard to his lips arid turned to watch the crowd and 
the Heninger. Maybe it was too good for them, Ax thought. Death Adder 
had brought misery and despair to the land of Yuria and perhaps those 
siding with him deserved whatever fate they received — even if that meant 
a never-ending night of torment from a crowd of angry villagers before an 
inglorious death in the chill moming breeze. 


Ax decided it was not his place to interfere and turned back to finish 
his ale. Suddenly, the door of the tavern burst open and a dark figure 
shrouded in a dark cloak slumped to the floor. 


Ax swiftly returned his tankard to the bar and raced to the door. The 
tavern was silent, save for the whimpering sounds of the Heninger. All 
eyes turned and followed Ax as he bent down and helped the figure to a 
nearby table. Ax sat the figure down and shouted at the inn keeper to bring 
some water. 


The inn keeper arrived with a worried expression on his face and 
handed Ax the water. Ax, in turn, handed it to the mysterious figure. A 
slim, woman's hand took the mug and it disappeared into the depths of the 
cloak. The figure drank. The place remained in complete silence — even 


the Heninger had stopped whimpering, thankful for the few moments of 
relief. 


The hand returned the empty vessel to the table and then the figure 
took hold of the hood and swept it back. 


“Tyris!” cried Ax. “But why, for Yuria, are you here?” Ax and Tyris 
Flare were old friends. The woman was a warrior from the jungle swamps 
deep in the south of Yuria where only the bravest dared to venture. They 
had fought side by side many times before and though Ax never admitted 
it, he often admired the way Tyris could wield a sword with such grace, 
beauty and deadliness. 


“Alex,” whispered Tyris, “Alex is dead.” The crowd remained silent 
as they watched Ax turn white while Tyris's words sank in. Alex was Ax's 
best friend. 


“Death Adder has taken the Castle,” Tyris said slowly. Gradually, the 
strength was returning to her aching limbs. “There was a mighty battle, but 
Death Adder's soldiers outnumbered us, we couldn't keep them out any 
longer...” Her words trailed off and she looked into Ax's face and watched 
as the Barbarian warrior seemed to drift into another world. 


“Death Adder has captured the King and the Princess and has taken 
the Castle for his own,” she exclaimed. “He now possesses the Golden 
Axe! He now rules Yuria!” Tears began to well up in her eyes. 


“You must stop him, Ax. His army is huge and about to set out from 
the Castle.” then noticed the Heninger in the comer. “Look! His scouting 
parties have even reached as far as here. There isn't much time. Death 
Adder won't rest until the whole of Yuria bows down to him!” 


Ax knelt beside Tyris and took her hands in his. “And I won't rest 
until we've defeated Death Adder,” he said. “Tomorrow we'll search for 
Gilius and the three of us will take on as many armies as Death Adder can 
throw at us.” 


“T fear not,” Tyris replied. “Gilius has left Yuria on a quest to find the 
Orb of Truth in the land of Thornwood.” She grimaced as she opened her 
cloak and turned her back to “And with this injury, I fear I would be more 
a burden than a help.” 


Tyris's back was covered in dried blood, but the wound from the 
spiked club the Heningers carried was clearly visible. 


“T was hit by two of them,” Tyris said, attempting to explain the 
wound. “I was tired and didn't notice the second Heninger attack me from 
behind. I was lucky to get out alive.” Ax stood and turned to the inn 
keeper. He reached into the pouch tied to his belt and pulled out two gold 
pieces. He threw them towards the inn keeper and they clattered along the 
bar. The inn keeper grabbed them before they found their way into 
someone else's hands. 


“Attend to her,” he said loudly. “See she has everything she needs.” 
Ax then bent down to whisper to Tyris. “I will set out for the Castle in the 
morning, I will not let my friend die in vain and I will not see the people of 
Yuria forced to suffer any more at the hands of Death Adder.” 


He paused and for a brief moment seemedunable to continue, then he 
regained his composure and looked deep into Tyris's eyes. “Soon, either 
Death Adder will be dead,” he said, “or I will be...” 


CHAPTER 
~ TWO ~ 


The woods around Turtle Village were dense with the summer's 
undergrowth. Ax had travelled swiftly and without rest for three days after 
leaving Tyris at the inn, but still the tire and anger within him drove him 
on. 


Turtle Village was the latest place to be attacked by Death Adder's 
troops, so Ax had decided that this was the best place to start. He did not 
know where Death Adder's Castle lay and had cursed himself many times 
over the last few days for not drinking to ask Tyris for its location. 


A twig snapped and Ax stopped dead in his tracks. He tured to 
where the sound came from and saw a Heninger and another of Death 
Adder's foot soldiers, a Longmoan, creeping through the undergrowth. 
Before they saw him, Ax drew his sword Skullcrusher from his belt and 
prepared for battle. He moved silently through the foliage and crept up 
behind the Longmoan who was nearest him. 


With a mighty blow, Ax brought his sword down on the head of the 
Longmoan. The shout of pain made the Heninger turn towards Ax and he 
charged. Ax span round to meet the attack and with a quick upwards slice 
sent the soldier flying backwards. 


The Longmoan struggled to his feet. His helmet had taken most of the 
blow but he was visibly shaken. Ax turned from the stunned Heninger and 
ran towards the Longmoan. Only ten feet away, Ax jumped into the air 
and, at the same time, brought Skullcrusher up over his head and down 
onto the Longmoan's head as he fell. The Longmoan crumpled to the 
ground and his body began to disintegrate before Ax's eyes. 


The Heninger wasn't as stunned as Ax had first thought. He came 
charging through a clearing and caught Ax with a flying drop kick that sent 
the warrior sprawling. The Heninger was far too slow to follow up his 
attack though. 


He moved cautiously towards the Barbarian and as he brought his 
club down with all his might, Ax instinctively rolled to one side and in the 
Same movement, jumped to his feet. The Heninger cried in pain as 
Skullcrusher ripped up through his chest. Ax caught the doubled-over 
figure by the hair and brought his knee up swiftly into the Heninger's face. 
The Heninger went limp and slumped to the floor when Ax released his 
grip. The body took less than five seconds to crumble to dust. 


Ax swiftly moved off towards the village, concerned that the noise of 
the fight would have attracted too much attention. As he left the woods and 
turned on to the dirt track that lead to the village, a woman raced towards 
him on a Chicken-Leg. Chicken-Legs are the names Yurians have given to 
the large, domesticated dragons that inhabit the land. 


Unlike their bigger cousins (the other members of the Bizarrian 
family), Chicken-Legs can't breathe fire and so are often tamed and used 
as transport. They have very powerful tails which can be effective 
weapons in the hands of a trained Chicken-Leg rider. 


Ax stopped and waited for the woman to approach. Only when she 
was too close did he realise it was a mistake. He hadn't seen the battle axe 
she was carrying until it caught him a glancing blow on the right shoulder. 
The hit did little damage but the force knocked him off his feet. 


He regained his footing as the woman a Storchinaya, one of Death 
Adder's better trained soldiers was turing to make another charge. Ax 
waited for it. He jumped clear of the charging Chicken-Leg and plunged 
Skullcrusher into the Storchinaya's abdomen. Then he raced after the now 
riderless Chicken-Leg and jumped on its back. 


He swung the animal round and as the woman recovered her senses 
and moved towards him, he quickly swung the animal around again and 
lashed her with its tail. The Storchinaya's defeated body quickly crumbled. 


Ax dismounted from the tame dragon and slapped its rump to 
encourage it to make a dash for freedom. Then he remembered his pouch. 
He put his hand in and pulled out two blue bottles. "Only two!" he said to 
himself. "I've got to find a thief!" 


Thieves are small, dwarf-like characters that spend their entire lives 
running around stealing food and magic, potions. Everyone in Yuria 


tolerates them simply because there are so many of the critters. But they do 
come in handy. With just a swift kick in the pants, they can be encouraged 
to cough up their spoils, so it's never difficult to get hold of potions or food 
if you need them. 


Ax ran into a couple of thieves as he was passing through a rocky 
gorge just to the east of Turtle Village. Two locks later, Ax had four magic 
potions. 


The journey through the gorge saw him taking on two more 
Heningers, but Ax was ready for them and made short work of the battle. 
He was not prepared for what lay at the end of the gorge, however. 


Two Heningers, one riding a Chicken-Leg, and a Longmoan were 
milling around while two giants with huge war-hammers stood guarding 
the road into the village. 


Ax had seen them first and luckily they hadn't yet noticed him. He 
thought carefully about the situation for a couple of minutes and then went 
into action. 


He raced out of the gorge and knocked the Heninger from the 
Chicken-Leg. He quickly jumped up on the creature and in two swift 
moves, he had spun the Chicken-Leg first one way and then the other, 
taking out the standing Heninger and the Longmoan. Then he jumped off 
the Chicken-Leg and Skullcrusher sent the other Heninger to a crumbly 
grave. 


The two giants were slow to react. They moved to either side of Ax 
and as one ran towards him, hammer poised ready to administer a killer 
blow, Ax dropped his shoulder and charged. 


The Barbarian's shoulder caught the giant in the pit of the stomach 
and the force sent the giant collapsing backwards. Without a moment's 
hesitation, Ax span round and leapt into the air, bringing Skullcrusher 
down on the head of the other giant just as he was raising his hammer to 
attack. The force of the blow sent the second giant reeling also. 


Ax turned back to the first who was struggling to get to his feet. If 
you weren't so big and fat you'd be able to stand up faster, Ax thought as 
he went racing back towards the first giant. The giant was nimbler than Ax 


thought, however. He gained his footing and brought his hammer down 
before Ax could shoulder-charge him again. 


Pain coursed through Ax's body. The blow from the giant's hammer 
was powerful. Ax was dazed and barely had time to roll out of the way of 
the second giant's hammer as it pounded into the dry earth where Ax's 
head had been but a second before. 


Ax struggled to his feet and swiftly moved out of reach of the two 
advancing giants. He thrust his hand into his pouch and pulled out the four 
magic potions. Ax threw the bottles into the air and waited for them to take 
effect. A rumbling in the ground announced the impending explosions 
which erupted around the feet of the giants. It was far too late for either of 
them to escape. Volcanic magic was an art that Tyris had taught Ax long 
ago, and although he couldn't use it as well as she could, he could still use 
it well enough to get out of trouble. 


The ground continued to explode all around the giants as they lay 
helpless. Finally the magic wore off and the giants groaned simultaneously 
before disintegrating. Ax breathed hard and wondered what to do next. 


CHAPTER 
~ THREE ~ 


Ax was still a couple of miles from the village. No-one would be out 
to check on the guard post he'd just destroyed until the morning at least, so 
he chose to camp for the night, a little way off the path. 


No sooner had he built a small fire and eaten the last of his rations 
from his pouch than the trials of the last few days caught up with him. As 
he sat looking into the fire, his head rolled forward onto his chest and he 
fell into a deep sleep. 


Rustling sounds awoke him and Ax snapped awake. His hand 
instinctively went to Skullcrusher and before he was even fully awake, he 
was prepared to fight. 


The thief, who had woken Ax as he tried to examine the contents of 
the Barbarian's pouch, was more surprised than Ax and began to run. Ax 
caught up with him in two steps and his boot made contact with the seat of 
the thief's pants. Magic potions began falling from every pocket of the 
thief's clothing and he nimbly turned and disappeared through Ax's legs 
and into the night. 


Ax let the thief go and turned and picked up the four potions the 
critter had dropped. He shuddered in the cold and decided to move towards 
Turtle Village. The sun will be up by the time I get there, Ax thought to 
himself, and he began to move on. 


The east path to Turtle Village took Ax along a narrow cliff pass. The 
sun was up now and was beginning to take away the chill the night had 
brought to Ax's bones. Ax wondered how many of Turtle Village's 
inhabitants had met a grisly end on the sharp rocks below at the hands of 
Death Adder's army. The thought was not pleasant and he tried to shut it 
from his mind. 


Ax climbed down a small platform that formed part of the cliff path 
and noticed a Heninger up ahead. Ax waited for the right moment and 


casually stepped out from his hidden recess and pretended not to notice the 
Heninger. The Heninger caught sight of the seemingly unaware Ax and a 
grin broke out on his face. 


He moved round to one side of Ax and when the Barbarian paused to 
mop the sweat from his brow, picked his moment and charged with his 
spiked club held high. 


Ax let the Heninger gain full momentum and then deftly stepped 
backwards as his enemy swung for him. Ax grinned on seeing the face of 
the Heninger. Not only had he missed his target, but he was going far too 
fast to stop on the few short feet that stood between him and the cliff edge. 
The Heninger either didn't have time or decided it wasn't worth crying out 
as he plummeted over the edge and to his death. 


The outskirts of the village were in sight now and while Ax moved 
slowly towards it, he noticed a commotion up ahead. Several small 
children were running towards him and were being pursued by a 
Longmoan and a Heninger. The children and Death Adder's soldiers 
noticed Ax at the same time and while the children began to run faster 
towards Ax, the Heninger and Longmoan slowed down. 


The children gathered around Ax, all of them shouting and screaming. 


“Head west!” he told them when he'd got them to settle. “Stay 
together and keep out of sight as much as possible. You'll soon come to a 
friendly village. Go to the inn. You'll be looked after there. I must go after 
Death Adder.” 


The children looked up at him with tear-stained faces and the eldest 
gathered them all together, smiled at Ax and began shepherding them 
west along the path. 


Ax continued east, towards the Heninger, the Longmoan and the 
village. A few short slices of Skullcrusher later and Ax stood alone at the 
outskirts of the village. Everything was quiet, save for the crying of some 
more children held captive inside one of the houses nearby. 


Ax tightened his grip on Skullcrusher and went into the village. He 
scanned every house he passed but couldn't locate the source of the crying. 
Perhaps he wasn't paying enough attention to the task at hand, now he had 


been distracted, but whatever the reason, he didn't notice the Storchinaya 
on the blue, fire-breathing Bizarrian until it was too late. 


Ax brought Skullcrusher up just in time to parry the blow from the 
axe of the Storchinaya, but she dug her heels into the dragon's rump and 
flames leap from its mouth completely engulfing Ax. 


Singed and shocked, but otherwise unhurt, Ax leaped into the air and 
swung his sword. The woman crashed to the ground and didn't move. The 
dragon, confused, settled on the ground some yards away. Ax raced 
towards it and mounted the animal. He grabbed the reins and swung the 
dragon around towards the still motionless woman. He kicked hard into the 
dragon's hind legs and the fire spewed forth over the prone woman. 


She screamed — too loudly to go unnoticed — as the flames engulfed 
her. Eventually, the scream died away as her body, like the others, 
crumbled into dust. Just the battle axe remained to prove she'd ever 
existed. 


Ax dismounted the dragon and set it free, sure that the woman's 
screams would have alerted every one of Death Adder's soldiers for miles 
around. He felt sure he was about to get involved in the toughest battle of 
his life. 


CHAPTER 
~ FOUR ~ 


A Heninger and two Storchinayas were the first to come racing round 
the corner in response to the screaming. They stopped when they saw Ax, 
and the three of them separated, deciding to come at Ax one at a time. 


More children appeared from nowhere, obviously these three had 
been guarding them nearby. 


“Run to the west!” Ax shouted as he raced towards the Heninger. The 
Heninger's club flew from his hand as Ax's shoulder charge put him on the 
ground. Ax wasted no time. He sheathed Skullcrusher and grabbed the 
dazed Heninger by the waistband and the hair and lifted the struggling 
soldier above his head. With a mighty shout and shove, he tossed the body 
towards the advancing women. 


All three ended up in a big heap. Ax followed up his attack swiftly 
and grabbed one of the women as she began to rise: He took hold of her 
head with both hands and smashed his foot into her stomach. Her body 
went limp and Ax lifted her above his head and tossed her aside where she 
crumbled to dust. 


With Skullcrusher unsheathed once more, he turned to the other two. 
Both seemed to have had the will to fight knocked from them. Ax lowered 
Skullcrusher and was about to move off further into the village when 
memories of Alex came flooding back. 


The anger welled up inside him and he brought the hilt of his sword 
down onto the skull of the Heninger. The head split and the man moved no 
more. The woman desperately tried to get to her feet. The fear shone from 
her eyes as she looked towards Ax. 


“Spare me — please!” She begged him. Ax turned as if to go away 
but decided he would spare no soldier of Death Adder — man, woman or 
animal. Skullcrusher took the Storchinaya's pain away. 


This part of the village was now deserted. He moved off towards the 
heart of the settlement — a place normally bustling with activity. 


A sound from directly behind made Ax turn round. He saw nothing 
but a Skeleton's cutlass, followed by the Skeleton itself crashing down on 
him from above. The pain coursed through Ax's body and he was thrown 
to the ground. 


The Skeleton grinned with evil intent and slashed at Ax's chest. A 
large red gash appeared and more pain raced into Ax's brain. He rolled to 
one side. The Skeleton's kick caught him in the ribs and made Ax roll over 
again. 


He struggled to lift Skullcrusher and fend off the blows from the 
Skeleton's shield which were now raining down on every part of Ax's 
body. The attack stopped and Ax climbed onto one knee. He continued to 
watch the Skeleton, Skullcrusher poised and ready to parry the blows, until 
he could get the upper hand. The Skeleton was looking past Ax. 


The Storchinaya waited until Ax had turned his head before kicking 
the red Bizarrian's hind quarters. The fireball caught Ax in the back and 
the force of the blow sent him face-down in the dirt. His mind raced. 


Skeletons were among Death Adder's elite troops. They were 
superbly athletic and had a cunning, evil and intelligent fighting mind 
— they could wield a cutlass like there was no tomorrow too. A fight with 
a Skeleton was never a foregone conclusion. Even so, they could be hurt 
by fireballs... 


Ax jumped up. He ran at the Skeleton and caught it with a slice from 
Skullcrusher. He sliced again, going back the other way, then kicked the 
Skeleton in the face, forcing it over on its back. Then he broke off the 
attack and raced towards the woman. 


She dug her heels in again and Ax rolled to avoid the fireball. As it 
passed, he leapt into the air and the force of his attack unseated the 
woman. He clambered onto the dragon... but the Skeleton was too fast. It 
came down on Ax once more and the dragon, terrified, ran to safety as Ax 
was forced yet again to fend off the Skeleton's attack. 


As another blow caught Ax on the side of the head, he scrabbled 
frantically for his pouch. He pulled out the four bottles, almost the 


maximum Tyris had shown him how to use, and he threw them into the air. 
The Skeleton and the Storchinaya were dead long before the effects of the 
magic had stopped shaking the ground. 


Moments passed and Ax lay on the ground, still trying to catch his 
breath. He cursed himself for not paying enough attention and allowing the 
Skeleton to get the first attack. He knew his struggle was just beginning 
and that things were going to get a lot worse, and sooner than he'd expect 
too. 


Ax checked his wounds, none were very serious — although the 
Skeleton had given him some nasty bruises and the gash on his chest was 
still bleeding. At least the village was now empty of everyone. Everyone 
except the thieves. 


Ax got up slowly and moved towards the two thieves who had just 
left a house to his right. They noticed his approach and began to scamper 
around. Ax was in no mood for fun and games, so he prodded the nearest 
one in the rear with the tip of Skullcrusher. The thief lept in the air with a 
yelp and food flew from his pockets. 


Ax quickly gathered the food and booted the other thief. Two magic 
potions hit the ground harmlessly as the thieves scampered off together, 
rubbing their behinds as they went. 


Ax pocketed the bottles in his pouch and frowned as the earth moved. 
He glanced around, he saw no-one. Why in Yuria was the ground moving 
if there was no-one around using magic? Confused, he ran to the far end of 
the village. He stopped, completely still, when he saw what had caused the 
ground to move. Skullcrusher slipped from his hand and clattered to the 
floor and Ax's mouth hung open. 


Two large eyes in a head the size of a house peered at him. Ax could 
scarcely believe he was staring into the face of a giant turtle! 


“No more blood will be spilled on my back,” the turtle said in a soft, 
yet powerful voice. “I know you are Ax Battler and you seek only peace.” 
Ax closed his mouth. Had he been drugged? Could he really be stood 
listening to a giant turtle that had a village on its back? 


“Yes, Ax. I have supported this village for many years, happy in the 
knowledge that a community thrives on my back. I wish for those days to 


return. I am forbidden to fight Death Adder as I am a sworn pacifist, but I 
will help you in the only way I know how.” 


Ax picked up Skullcrusher, he wasn't drugged! So that's why they call 
this place Turtle Village, he thought to himself. “I must reach Death 
Adder's Castle and regain the Golden Axe before he gains total control of 
Yuria,” Ax said to the turtle. 


“Death Adder's Castle is to the south, across the sea,” said the turtle. 
“T know not where exactly, but I will carry you across the sea as fast and as 
far as I can, but then I must return here, so that my village can begin to 
rebuild itself.” 


With a powerful surge, the turtle pushed itself off and began 
swimming. Ax sat down and ate the food he'd taken earlier. I'm having the 
strangest day, he thought, as he settled to enjoy the ride and recover some 
lost energy. 


CHAPTER 
~ FIVE ~ 


The journey south took Ax and the turtle three days. Ax was glad of 
the rest because it gave his wounds a chance to heal and time for him to 
think about what lay ahead. 


On the morning of the third day they sighted land, way off in the 
distance. 


“How long before we reach the shore, turtle?” Ax asked. 


“We shall reach land at precisely one of the clock plus five minutes” 
came the reply, and Ax raised his eyebrows, amazed and at the same time 
shocked with the turtle's formality and precision. The turtle seemed to read 
Ax's mind. 


“Forgive me, Ax. I did not mean to appear rude, but...” he paused. 
“What troubles you, turtle?” asked Ax. 
“T, I, I fear I carry you to your death, Ax Battler.” 


The turtle turned his head to look at the warrior sat on his shoulder 
but continued powering his flippers through the water, driving them closer 
to the shore with each stroke. 


“Fear not for me, turtle, I have weapons that Death Adder can never 
hope to defeat — no matter how many armies he has!” Ax paused and 
enjoyed the puzzled look on the turtle's face. “I have justice on my side, 
turtle. Justice and hope — two things that can never be denied and which 
will always shine through.” The turtle looked towards the land and shook 
his head. 


“You're a fool, Ax,” said the turtle. “Try talking of justice and hope to 
a Skeleton with a cold steel blade!” 


Ax chuckled and prepared himself for when they landed. The turtle 
chose the landing site well. They were near a large but mainly deserted 


town, and though it was hard to miss a giant turtle coming ashore, they 
hadn't attracted too much attention. 


A Storchinaya on a fire-breathing dragon and two Heningers raced on 
the turtle's back as soon as he stopped to drop Ax off. The battle was soon 
over. Ax climbed on the dragon and bade farewell to the turtle. 


Now he had to race along on the dragon and force it to jump the ten 
foot gap between the turtle's head and the footbridge that lead into the 
town. 


“Retum to Turtle Village,” said Ax. “I will visit when my work here 
is finished.” 


The turtle turned and pushed itself down the shore and was soon 
powering its way back the way it had come. 


Ax, sat astride the dragon, cautiously moved along the footbridge. 
The town ahead seemed as deserted as Turtle Village, and yet this was a 
much larger place. Two women appeared at the end of the bridge and Ax 
recognised them to be Strobaya — soldiers like Storchinaya but highly 
trained and deadly. The highest rank a woman could attain in Death 
Adder's army. 


They had obviously been running because both were out of breath. 
Ax calmed the dragon which seemed to sense the imminent battle and 
waited for the women to approach him. 


Only one came towards Ax, her battle axe ready. She stopped and 
waited, watching the dragon constantly. Ax made no move to attack. Soon 
impatience would overcome the Strobaya and Ax wanted her to make the 
first move. 


It came and Ax was ready for it. He kicked the dragon's hind legs and 
fire burst from its mouth. The Strobaya knew the flames were coming and 
knew how to avoid them, but she hadn't counted on the location well 
enough. The bridge was far too narrow for her to use the methods of fire- 
avoidance that she'd been trained in. She soon found herself rolling into 
thin air... 


The second Strobaya watched her comrade fall to her death and anger 
overcame her years of training. She raced towards Ax and the dragon. Ax 
changed tactics and raced towards the advancing Strobaya. He kicked the 


dragon a little earlier than normal to compensate for their combined speeds 
and the flames licked over her. Two more bursts from the dragon and she 
had joined her friend — for eternity. 


Ax dismounted and set the dragon loose. He moved cautiously into 
the town and noticed how large and sophisticated the buildings appeared 
after Turtle Village. This was new territory to him and after the Skeleton 
incident a few days earlier, he was not about to be jumped on again! 


He continued into the town, heading for what he assumed would be 
the town square. Voices from a house to his left caused him to duck and 
creep towards the window. A large sign over the door read, “DEB.” 


Ax didn't even start to try and figure out what it meant. He peered in 
through the window. Two giant guards, like the ones he had come across at 
the start of his journey, were sat inside, playing cards on a table that 
seemed very small with these two fellows sat around it. Ax also noticed 
their war hammers standing in the corner. 


Bang! Bang! Bang! The door rocked. The two giants looked at each 
other and then the door. The one furthest away nodded his head towards 
the door and frowned at the other giant. With a huge effort, the other giant 
rose and took up his hammer before crossing to open the portal. There was 
no-one in sight. He looked back to his friend who motioned for him to 
explore outside with a flick of his finger. 


The first giant stepped outside and closed the door behind him. I'll 
have to work fast here, thought Ax, who was crouching out of sight around 
the corner of the house. 


The blow from Skullcrusher caught the giant on the back of the head 
and sent him sprawling head-long into the street. Ax followed up the attack 
as the giant struggled to one knee and two blows later, Ax stood alone. 


“Divide and conquer...” Ax muttered to himself as he ran back to his 
hiding place and waited. Soon, just as Ax had expected, the second giant 
emerged looking for his partner. Ax decided it was time to use his magic. 


He struck the giant from behind first and before the huge soldier 
could recover, Ax threw the bottles into the air. A few minutes later, Ax 
stood alone in the street. He decided to continue on towards the town 
square, certain that this town was far from empty of Death Adder's troops. 


CHAPTER 
we SLX 


Ax moved around the corner of the last house in a row of dwellings 
and stood looking into the town square. He watched as some children went 
screaming along a road on the other side of the square and felt helpless. He 
couldn't risk going after them. His mission was too important and that 
saddened him. 


Two thieves left a house just behind him and Ax chased after them, 
relieving them of four magic potions which he put away securely. Ax took 
a few minutes to study the square. A large building with two doors in the 
middle that stretched from the ground to the flat roof dominated the left 
side of the area. The building looked like the sort of place that an invading 
army would make its headquarters. The seeds of a plan were now planted 
in Ax's brain, and as the plan developed, he knew it was possibly the most 
foolhardy plan he'd ever devised. 


He strode into the middle of the square and shouted at the top of his 
lungs. Then he waited. Two Heningers and a Longmoan came through the 
large doors. Their armour was the colour of gold. Captains, thought Ax. 


Well, well, thought Ax, as he prepared himself for battle. All thoughts 
were then swept from his mind and he concentrated on the job at hand. 


Ax had never fought so well. He twisted and turned, he ducked and 
struck and struck again until all three lay defeated. Ax wasn't even 
scratched. He remained in the middle of the square. If he'd guessed right, 
he knew what was about to happen. 


Sure enough, the doors opened. An enormous figure emerged, 
covered from head to foot in silver armour and carrying a sword so large, it 
would take two Heningers to lift it. He also carried a shield that was almost 
as tall as the figure himself. 


“You fight well, little man,” boomed a voice from within the armour. 
“Tt will be a shame to waste such a great talent...” 


“T need not be wasted...” Ax shouted, then realised that just because 
the man was big, didn't mean he was deaf. “The lives of a couple of 
Heningers,” Ax continued at a more controlled volume, “are a small price 
to pay for your attentions.” 


“And why should a Barbarian be concerned that I pay attention to 
him?” asked the figure who had left the doorway of the building and 
stopped just a few yards short of Ax. 


“Death Adder needs fighters of my calibre,” said Ax. “He has many 
troops, but they are poorly trained. Even his Skeleton army is no match for 
my skills...” 


“You wish to join Death Adder's troops?” Said the figure with 
disbelief. “Why have you waited until now to show yourself?” 


“T have been far to the north. I knew nothing of what was happening. 
When I found out, I travelled here as swiftly as I could.” 


“Why should I trust you?” The figure asked, lowering his shield so 
the bottom rested on the ground. 


“Would I have walked into the middle of this square and given you 
that little demonstration if I wished to remain anonymous?” 


“What then do you seek?” Boomed the figure. 


“T have information, but I can only divulge it to Death Adder 
himself.” 


“Death Adder is not here,” the figure replied. “He sits in the Castle to 
the west, many days journey from here through the Fiend's Path.” 


Suddenly, Ax had the information he needed. All he had to do now 
was rid the world of this monstrosity and he was a step closer to Death 
Adder. He said nothing, but in a flash charged towards the armoured 
figure. He jumped high into the air to bring Skullcrusher down on the 
figure's head, but the figure's sword was longer than most and caught Ax in 
mid-jump. Ax felt the pain from the blow and fell. 


He quickly recovered and walked slowly towards the figure. He 
wanted to get the monster to swing its sword, so he could make a swift 
counter-attack while the sword was still in flight. 


The figure waited and when Ax was in range, he swung. Ax ducked 
and the sword sliced the air above his head. Ax darted in, Skullcrusher in 
front of him, but the figure merely swung his other arm across and 
knocked Ax aside with his mighty shield. 


Bruised and weakened, Ax wondered how to attack next. The sword 
was too large and the shield too heavy for Ax to risk another attack with 
Skullcrusher. The figure remained still. Ax watched him curiously and 
wondered why he made no approach. 


You certainly can't run in all that get-up, Ax thought to himself. Then 
he knew exactly what to do. Ax couldn't help but smile as he ran across the 
square towards the armoured figure. The evil warrior swung his sword, but 
Ax ducked and continued charging. There was no time for the figure to use 
his shield as Ax smashed into him and knocked him to the ground. 


Ax leapt into the air as the figure struggled to get to his feet in the 
heavy armour. Once again, the evil warrior hit the ground. Again and again 
Ax kept hitting the armoured monstrosity as he tried to rise. Again and 
again, the figure was sent crashing to the ground. Soon the creature 
stopped trying to get up, Ax kept raining the blows down on the 
motionless body until he saw the terrible shape start to crumble. 


With the town now silent and still, Ax decided to settle for the night. 
He relieved two thieves of their potions and found two more carrying food 
while he looked around the town for a suitable place to rest. He finally 
decided on the soldier's headquarters and smiled to himself as he walked 
through the large doors. 


The smile soon vanished as he thought about tomorrow and the 
journey through the infamous Fiend's Path. Not even Gilius Thunderhead 
had braved the Fiend's Path! Ax recalled the dwarf's words: “Crossing the 
Fiend's Path is more for those who no longer wish to live, than for those 
who still find something in life to enjoy.” 


Ax checked his pouch. The six potions would not last him long in the 
Fiend's Path but he dared not carry more. Tyris had taught him the basics 
of spellcraft, but a little knowledge was a dangerous thing when it came to 
magic! 


CHAPTER 
~ SEVEN ~ 


Ax left the large building as soon as the sun rose. He felt fit and well, 
although he was apprehensive about crossing the Fiend's Path. Not least 
because he didn't know where to go from there. He'd been lucky to get as 
far as he had, and as he walked out of the town, he wondered if fate were 
playing a part in his adventure. 


He reached the edge of the settlement and the start of the Fiend's Path 
at around mid-morning. He had encountered none of Death Adder's troops 
along the way and as he was looking at a couple of houses just at the 
entrance to the Path and wondering why they both were numbered 4170, 
he heard movement behind him. 


Two Heningers and a Longmoan emerged from a house he'd passed 
just a few minutes ago. They must have seen Ax then, but waited for him 
to move on a bit before attacking. Ax raced to the edge of the Path. The 
start of which was signified by two large platforms. The Barbarian jumped 
on the first platform and waited for the three soldiers to approach. As they 
drew near, they stopped and talked to each other, deciding how best to 
attack this interloper. 


They all rushed at once. But from Ax's position on the first platform, 
he was easily able to strike the soldiers as they attempted to jump up to the 
same level as him. In the heat of the battle, none of the soldiers seemed to 
realise that they were unable to hit Ax. Soon enough, the skirmish was 
over. Ax took a deep breath and looked down the Path. 


He could see for miles ahead, and the place was deserted. Ax 
frowned. How can this be such a fearsome place, he thought. There was no 
suitable cover along the route that any of Death Adder's troops could use 
as a suitable place for ambush. The place was as dead as the dry earth of 
which it was made. Ax began walking down the Path. 


He had only gone maybe ten steps when he stopped. He felt a 
rumbling beneath his feet and he could hear a distant, muffled sound like 
thunder from several miles away. He quickly checked his pouch to see if 
he'd dropped any magic bottles. No, they were all safe. What then was 
causing the ground to rumble so? In less than five seconds he had the 
answer. He glanced over his shoulder and saw the earth just behind him 
begin to separate. The soil just seemed to part and a 


Skeleton rose from the ground, cutlass at the ready. 


Ax swung round and moved towards the Skeleton with Skullcrusher 
drawn. He sliced and caught the Skeleton unprepared. The bones flew 
apart — but then joined themselves together again. The Skeleton stood up 
as if nothing had happened! Ax didn't hesitate. He moved swiftly towards 
the monster and grabbed hold of it. The Skeleton wriggled as Ax lifted it 
above his head and threw it towards the platforms that marked the start of 
the Path. The landing was too severe for the creature and its bones 
crumbled to dust. 


Ax now knew why even Gilius feared the Fiend's Path. You could 
never tell when you were going to be attacked because Death Adder's 
soldiers could appear anywhere and at any time. 


Ax looked at Skullcrusher. “You have served me well so far, 
Skullcrusher, but I fear I may need you more than ever now,” he 
whispered. 


Everything was quiet and the ground gave no clues as to where the 
first Skeleton had appeared from. Ax moved forward again and this time 
he knew what to expect when he felt the ground begin to tremble. 


He waited and watched the earth for the first signs of the emerging 
soldier and as he saw the shiny cranium of the rising Skeleton, he moved 
in before the monster could react. The first blow from Skullcusher sent the 
Skeleton's bones flying apart before the thing had even fully emerged from 
the earth. 


Ax gave no quarter and followed up the first attack with a frenzied 
second. The Skeleton was soon dust and Ax grew more confident, sure that 
now he could deal with anything along the Path. 


Ax began walking again and nothing happened for several minutes. 
Then a strong wind began to blow and it became difficult for him to walk. 
Ax dropped his head and struggled to keep moving. He noticed that the air 
was suddenly filled with leaves. 


He reached out with one hand and caught a leaf as the wind blew it 
past his face. It was not a leaf at all, but a large brown feather. Ax stopped 
walking and looked at the feather. He squinted in the wind and realised 
that all the other “leaves” were feathers too! He let the thing fly from his 


hands, not even bothering to wonder what in Yuria a gale of feathers 
meant. 


A few hundred yards further on, the Path began to rise in a series of 
wide terraces. Before long, each terrace became narrower and Ax was 
forced to pause and climb from terrace to terrace. The wind continued to 


blow with a terrific force and there seemed to be no sign of the feathers 
abating. 


With the wind making such a noise in his ears, Ax didn't hear the 
ground rumble a few minutes later. Eventually, the force was so strong that 
he couldn't fail to notice the tremors — especially as there seemed to be 
several, separate vibrations happening all at once. 


CHAPTER 
~ EIGHT ~ 


Ax was trapped. He'd waited for the first signs, he'd leapt into action 
as soon as the Skeleton's head had emerged, but it had taken him longer to 
kill than he had anticipated. During that time, two more Skeletons had 
risen from the ground and were now advancing on him. And there was a 
new threat. A Longmoan had risen too, and this Longmoan was unlike any 
he'd ever seen before. 


Grey from head to foot, not just the armour, but the skin too, the 
Longmoan looked a real tough customer. Ax quickly reached into his 
pouch and pulled out all six bottles in one hand. His heart pounded as the 
Skeletons and Longmoan approached. He closed his eyes and threw the 
bottles into the air. 


The ground split open and a bubbling volcano appeared. Red and 
white hot lava began spitting out of the mountain and Ax lay down on the 
ground to avoid any of the volcano's molten boulders. 


He needn't have worried though. Every boulder was guided by some 
unseen hand, it seemed, and went crashing into the Skeletons and the Grey 
Longmoan. Even as they lay on the ground and began crumbling, the 
volcano continued to hurl boulders on top of their bodies. 


Several minutes passed and Ax lay still on the ground — even though 
the volcano had disappeared and the Path had returned to normal. What's 
more, the wind seemed less strong now, although the feathers were still in 
the air. 


Ax breathed a sigh of relief, picked himself up, dusted himself off and 
began to start all over again. He'd scarcely started walking when he felt yet 
more tremors beneath his feet — and he'd only just climbed a large step 
and moved onto the top of a new terrace too. Nevertheless, he turned 
round, jumped back down and waited. 


Two Grey Longmoans, like the one he'd seen earlier — swiftly 
followed by a Grey Heninger — emerged from the soil. Ax waited. They 
advanced towards him and for the first time, Ax noticed that they had no 
eyes. He wondered how these monsters could survive underground... And 
then it came to him. It was so obvious, so blindingly simple, he wondered 
why it hadn't occurred to him before. These things were not alive! 


They seemed to home in on Ax effortlessly, considering they had no 
sight. And that's when Ax realised he'd chosen his current location with 
unwitting genius. 


The first Longmoan drew near and began slashing at the Barbarian. 
Ax ducked slightly and the Longmoan continued to slice the air above Ax's 
head. Ax grinned and swung Skullcrusher with a mighty force right into 
the legs of the Longmoan. The other took its place and Ax did the same 
with him, even though the first was not 


yet defeated. 


The Heninger also suffered the same fate and Ax began to feel 
pleased with the fact that he'd discovered a method of defeating these 
soldiers who would otherwise have been worthy opponents. When the last 
of the bodies had crumbled to dust and Ax was sure he could not feel the 
earth move any more, he jumped back up the platform and moved 
cautiously along the terrace and up onto the next. 


Ax stood at the end of the Fiend's Path, panting. He'd taken on 
another seven or eight of the undead Longmoans and Heningers and all 
had been disposed of in the same way. But the Path was now no longer in 
front of him. It just disappeared and he was staring into nothing but sky. 


Ax crept towards the edge and looked down. He could see land below 
him, but it was a long, long drop, so he crawled away from the edge and 
sat wondering why in Yuria he'd bothered to come this far — go through 
all he'd gone through only to end up at the end of a path that led to 
absolutely nowhere. 


The wind stopped as quickly as it had started and Ax looked around. 
He jumped up from his sitting position and once more raised Skullcrusher 
ready. The ground shook and the excitement grew within Ax as he waited 
for the ground to open and new foes to appear. None came. Instead, Ax 


found himself looking into another set of enormous eyes as from the end of 
the path appeared the head of a great eagle. 


Ax's jaw dropped open. 


“T thought you'd be used to this sort of thing by now,” said the eagle. 
“T have slept here for over a hundred years — until yesterday, when a turtle 
visited me in my dreams and told me of your mission.’ 


Ax didn't know what to say, so he said nothing but continued staring 
at the eagle, wondering what was going to happen next. 


“Tt saddens me that I have become this Fiend's Path,” said the great 
eagle. “When I went to sleep, I was the Friend's Path, a path that enabled 
the good folk of Yuria to walk among the clouds where they might 
converse with the birds and gaze down on the world in amazement and 
wonder and appreciate the beauty of the land... 


“And now I awake to find that Death Adder has turned me from a 
place of beauty into a place of fear and dread.” 


Ax felt sad for the great bird. The creature had sacrificed itself so that 
others may enjoy the splendour of the world and Death Adder had twisted 
it for his own ends. 


“Tt is Death Adder, I seek,” said Ax. “He holds the King and Princess 
captive, and gradually the whole of Yuria is falling under his control — I 
must stop him and return the Golden Axe to the King so that peace may 
once more return to our wartorn land.” 


“I know of your quest, Ax Battler, and I have been woken to help 
you. I know where the Castle is, and I can take you to Death Adder.” 


The ground started to shake as the giant bird began to unfold its 
wings. 

“Hold on tight, Ax Battler,” shouted the bird above the noise of his 
giant wings. “We're off to Death Adder's Castle for your final battle. Soon, 
Yuria will be free. But if you fail, then we shall all bow down to our new 
master — Death Adder!” 


Ax Sat astride the eagle's neck and gripped the bird's feathers tightly 
as it rose into the air and began flying west towards Death Adder's Castle. 


CHAPTER 
~ NINE ~ 


Ax could see the Castle below him. It looked huge. But it didn't look 
very populated — and that puzzled him. He'd had this mental picture of the 
Castle — all huge towers and great fortifications, surrounded by some 
great moat. Ax had even imagined himself swimming across this moat, 
fighting off the sharks or octopuses or whatever manner of monster Death 
Adder would surely have filled it with. But the Castle below was empty, 
grey and cold. 


There were a couple of towers sure enough, but they weren't 
particularly grand, and there was no moat to swim across. Still, Ax 
prepared for battle because the idea of Death Adder leaving his Castle 
unattended was surely hoping for too much! 


The great eagle swooped down and landed on top of the Castle, next 
to a large platform that extended over one side. From here, Ax could jump 
off the eagle's neck, run along the platform and get inside. 


“T have to return, Ax,” said the eagle, as Ax jumped from his neck 
onto the platform. “I wish...” the eagle started to continue but stopped and 
turned his head to look at his back. The ground was trembling and the 
shocked eagle was so stunned it couldn't move. 


Ax knew what was about to happen and sure enough, three Skeletons 
began to emerge. They'd been waiting to catch Ax from behind while he 
was entering the Castle! 


The Skeletons stood four feet above Ax Battler on the eagle's back, 
while Ax had remained on the platform. The one nearest Ax raised his 
cutlass, screamed an unholy scream and jumped off of the bird's back to 
attack the Barbarian. 


The other two Skeletons were more cautious. They looked over the 
edge to check that they could actually land on the platform Ax was 


standing on. Both went the same way as the first, however, thanks to some 
nifty ducking, grabbing and throwing on the part of the Barbarian. 


“TI was about to wish you luck, Ax Battler, but I don't think it's luck 
you need!” Cried the eagle, its beak twisted into what Ax took to be a 
smile. The huge bird rose into the air, dreaming of becoming the Friend's 
Path once more if Ax Battler were to succeed. 


Ax watched the eagle rise into the sky and disappear before starting 
along the platform. He hadn't got very far and was still standing on the 
platform when he saw a door open at the far end of the tower. 


The Storchinaya on the Bizarrian decided it was better to move to 
meet Ax than wait until she could fight him on the solid Castle stone. She 
raced onto the platform to cut off the warrior's attempt to gain entry. Ax 
leapt into the air to avoid the blast of flame from the dragon's mouth and at 
the same time, swung with Skullcrusher and sent her screaming to meet the 
same fate as the Skeletons. 


The Barbarian then mounted the Bizarrian and swung it carefully 
around on the narrow platform — just as two Heningers and two 
Longmoans emerged from the door. Ax trotted the dragon onto the tower 
proper and he breathed a sigh of relief — thankful for being off the 
precarious platform. 


The soldiers surrounded Ax and while he was concentrating on 
blasting the Longmoan directly in front of him, a Heninger caught him in 
the back with a flying drop kick that sent him crashing to the stone. 


The dragon, obviously one of the more intelligent of the breed, went 
racing for the door and disappeared. Ax stood in the middle of a group of 
Death Adder's soldiers and his mind raced, trying to look for some natural 
feature he could utilise to his advantage. It was useless. There was nothing 
and these soldiers were likely to use it before him anyway. After all, they 
hadn't arrived just ten minutes ago, had they? 


A straight fight then was the only solution and Ax waited for the pack 
to attack. They didn't. They came at Ax individually or at most in pairs — 
and Ax could handle a pair of Heningers with one arm tied behind his 
back! 


The fight didn't take long and wouldn't have been much fun to watch 
(if anyone had ever been there to watch it, of course). Soon there were no 
traces of the soldiers left to even suggest that they'd ever existed. The 
breeze at the top of the tower took their ashes and blew them over the side 
of the Castle battlements. 


Ax moved towards the door which lead to the main Castle and 
stopped when he heard heavy footsteps approaching. He poised himself 
and decided to wait here where he had some space. He didn't fancy taking 
on whatever was about to come through the door in some tiny corridor! 


Ax had gained a lot of battle experience over the last few days, but all 
of it had been out in the open where he could use Skullcrusher as it was 
meant to be used. Besides which, being out here meant he could be more 
prepared for what came through the door. What's more, he could even get 
in an element of surprise — if he could get the timing of his attack just 
right, that is! 


The footsteps grew louder and Ax could now make out that he was 
hearing two separate sets of footfalls. Both were equally loud, suggesting 
that whatever they were, they were both together, both large and both 
coming this way! 


Ax quickly checked his pouch. He knew he had no bottles, but it 
didn't hurt to check, and he was only slightly disappointed when he looked 
inside to find that he still had none. 


What's the point of magic if you can't just wish for a couple of bottles 
and they appear, Ax wondered to himself as he looked up towards the 
doorway again. The footsteps were really loud now, although still nothing 
had come through. Ax deduced that, whatever they were, these henchmen 
of Death Adder had to be very large to make such a noise from such a long 
way off! 


Ax tightened his grip on Skullcrusher and tried to maintain his steady 
breathing while he waited for the door to open. Moments seemed like 
hours. The Barbarian even toyed with the idea that time might have 
stopped. 


Still the footsteps grew louder and Ax began to hope that whatever 
came through, it had better be large, 'cos the anti-climax would be too 


much for him to bear if it wasn't! 


CHAPTER 
~ TEN ~ 


Ax wasn't disappointed. The two soldiers that emerged from the door 
were huge. They were completely covered in red armour — which 
explained the noise — and they were each carrying huge swords and 
shields, just like the soldier he'd beaten up in the square before starting out 
on the Fiend's Path. 


Ax quickly realised that shoulder charging these two was not going to 
work, however. They were both probably slow, but while he could 
shoulder charge one, he'd soon be open to attack by the other soldier. No, 
even more cunning tactics were called for here and Ax thought he might 
just have a trick up his sleeve that would work. 


The two armoured figures moved to either side of Ax and that was 
exactly where he wanted them. It still meant taking a hit from one of their 
swords before he could put his plan into action, but he thought that if he 
had to take a hit, then it had better be on his terms. 


He then charged at the soldier on his right. His shoulder caught the 
giant off guard (he knew it would) and the other giant's sword caught Ax a 
glancing blow across the back (again, as the Barbarian had predicted). Ax 
rolled forward on the ground, wincing from the pain that spread across his 
back. But as soon as he'd completed his roll, he jumped to his feet. 


The two soldiers were now in the right position. Ax raised 
Skullcrusher above his head and began swinging the sword round as fast as 
he could, trying to make the spinning sword go as fast as the blades on a 
flying machine he'd seen a wizard tinkering with once. 


Ax watched the mesmerised figures who must have been wondering 
why Ax was performing this strange routine. Ax continued to spin 
Skullcrusher above his head and at the right moment swung out to the left, 
the speed of Skullcrusher spinning added weight to the blow and the 
soldier was knocked from his feet, obviously injured. 


Ax followed through on the stroke, but away from the falling giant 
and swung Skullcrusher back above his head, continually spinning his 
sword the whole time. With a flick of the wrist and a twist of the hips, Ax 
now Sliced at the soldier on the other side. 


The blow was even more devastating. It came so fast, there was no 
time for the soldier to use his large shield and Skullcrusher seemed to cut 
through the armour with consummate ease. Ax went with the blow, 
because there was no way he could absorb all the energy and he struggled 
to slow down and stop his sword from spinning him right around again. 


Ax ran at the second figure he'd just hit and even before the giant had 
pulled himself up to one knee, Ax leapt and brought his sword down 
across the neck of the giant. 


The blow sent the soldier flying onto his back and Ax was just about 
to swing again when the first soldier slammed his sword across Ax's back. 
The pain was almost too much to bear. Ax tried to roll with the blow, but 
he hadn't been prepared for it. His back was in agony. He couldn't breath as 
the force of the giant's blow had taken the breath from his lungs — and he 
still had no magic bottles either! 


Ax groaned and struggled to his feet. He couldn't afford to take 
another hit like that, so he was reluctant to use his spinning attack again. 
Somehow, he had to fight these soldiers and finish them off before any 
more appeared! 


The two figures were obviously hurt as well, which heartened Ax a 
little. He hoped that a good shoulder charge at the more injured one would 
be enough to finish off the monster. Unfortunately, Ax didn't know which 
was the more injured of the two. 


Both looked identical as they moved towards him. Ax charged. He 
raced past the figure nearest him, electing to go for the one standing just 
behind the first. He ducked as the first figure swung his sword in a long, 
slow arc and hit the second figure in the midriff, hoping against hope that 
he'd picked the right one. If he hadn't, the monster would soon be up and 
on him. 


Ax didn't wait to find out. His only hope was to stop immediately 
after the charge, turn around and attack the first figure. This he did. 


He caught the first soldier with a mighty blow across the chest that 
knocked him backwards. It was only as Ax was leaping into the air to 
follow up his attack on the prone giant that he realised he'd not been 
attacked from behind. He'd guessed right! Skullcrusher came down with a 
blow so powerful the giant didn't know what hit him. The sound from the 
impact made Ax's ears ring. 


He stood alone on the top of the tower, gasping for breath. The wind 
scattered the dust and Ax closed his eyes and mouth as a great cloud of the 
stuff came billowing towards him. When he opened his eyes again he half 
expected to be surrounded by huge giant soldiers in red armour, but he was 
pleased to find himself alone still. 


Ax was tired after the fight and was torn between going through the 
door into what he was certain would be waiting troops within the Castle or 
staying where he was and recovering some desperately needed energy. 


Something inside him drove him forward and he moved towards the 
door. Ax decided that if he wasn't ready for whatever lay ahead then he 
never would be. With a deep breath and a last quick look around the tower 
at the surrounding countryside, he opened the door. 


CHAPTER 
~ ELEVEN ~ 


Ax found the Castle surprisingly empty. He wandered through the 
draughty corridors with no opposition and was just beginning to think that 
Death Adder had indeed left the place unguarded when he suddenly heard 
voices from a large room to his right. He stopped at the door and peered in. 
Three thieves were running around like demented things. Ax entered the 
room and left a couple of minutes later six magic bottles better off. 


Ax continued his search around the Castle and again heard voices 
coming from a large room at the end of the corridor. The Barbarian 
cautiously peered inside. It was the banquetting hall, but larger than any 
other he'd seen. Ax also noticed three men who were stood inside. A 
Heninger, a Longmoan and a fat giant, much like the one he'd fought at the 
Turtle Village. 


“They're well out of the way there,” said the fat giant, “I don't know 
why Death Adder doesn't just kill 'em off anyway!” 


“Why don't you ask him?” Said the Longmoan cheekily. 


“Talk like that to me again and you'll be on guard duty in the swamps 
for the rest of your days, you insolent Longmoan! I'll remind you that I'm 
General Heartland, Death Adder's personal bodyguard!” 


“Yes, sir! Sorry, sir!” cried the Longmoan as he saluted the fat man 
with just a faint trace of a smile on his lips. 


The fat man looked up and Ax followed his gaze. Hanging from the 
ceiling on long chains attached to the wall, were the King and the Princess! 
Neither looked like they'd been harmed, but then again, they didn't look 
too comfortable either! 


Ax threw the door open and stood glaring at the soldiers. The three of 
them were very shocked to see him and at first just stood there looking at 
him. The Heninger and the Longmoan were the first to react. They raced 
across the room and straight into Ax's sword. The fat man smiled. 


“You fight well — for a man about to die!” said the fat giant, and he 
charged across the room, preparing to knock Ax down with his bulk. Ax 
ran towards the man, jumped and then shoulder charged him. 


The Barbarian caught him just right and managed to land on his feet 
unharmed while the giant went flying across the room in agony. The fat 
soldier was angry, but stupid as well. He growled, pulled himself off the 
floor and ran at the warrior again. 


Ax used the same tactic and the giant seemed just as shocked and 
surprised the second time round. Soon, Ax was alone with the King and 
the Princess. He was just about to lower them down when two large doors 
on the left burst open and two Skeletons raced in, swiftly followed by 
Death Adder himself. 


The Crowned Prince of Evil, as Death Adder liked to call himself, 
was an impressive sight. His head-dress was ornate and the huge bulk of 
the man made slight the mighty shoulder and shin armour he wore. The 
axe he carried was the largest one Ax had ever seen. 


“You will pay dearly for the trouble you've caused me, Ax Battler!” 
bellowed Death Adder. “Oh yes. I know who you are and why you're here, 
but I shall not allow an impudent flea to get in the way of my conquest of 
Yuria!” 


“An impudent flea, I may be”, said Ax. “but this flea intends to kill 
the dog upon whose back it sits, not merely cause the dog to scratch!” 


Death Adder looked towards his Skeletons who were awaiting their 
orders and nodded. They charged at Ax, one leapt high into the air with its 
cutlass and Ax only narrowly avoided the blade as it descended at 
lightning speed. Skullcrusher caught the Skeleton on the way down and 
knocked it to one side. Ax span Skullcrusher above his head and sliced at 
the other Skeleton as it reached him. 


With both Skeletons down, but not yet out, Death Adder lent towards 
the ground. Yellow sparks leapt from his hand and then shot across the 
floor. Ax was too slow, the magic hit him with a terrific force and knocked 
him off his feet. The Skeletons came back with their counter-attack before 
Ax had time to recover. They stood on either side of him, slashing away 
with their cutlasses. 


Ax didn't know what day of the week it was, as time after time he felt 
the cutlasses cut deep into him. Blood oozed from every slice and his arms 
were in tatters as he tried to fend off the Skeletons' wicked blows. Finally, 
he remembered the magic bottles he had nabbed earlier. He thrust his hand 
into his pouch and pulled them out. The first thing he felt when the 
volcano arrived was relief. Relief from the relentless attack by the 
Skeletons. 


Ax didn't allow himself to feel the joy of relief for long though. As 
soon as the effects of the magic wore off, Death Adder rose to his feet and 
began chuckling. The Skeletons were dead and gone all right, but Death 
Adder was still at large. 


The evil Lord placed his hand near the floor once more and the 
yellow sparks raced towards Ax. He was much too slow to react again. The 
yellow sparks hit him and the Barbarian felt as if he was being torn apart. 
Every single nerve, every single bone, every single muscle and every 
single vital organ seemed to be screaming with pain. Ax wondered when 
he would pass out. He was beginning to think that it would be better to 
die than bear this intense agony when — suddenly the attack stopped. 


Death Adder chuckled again. The chuckle of deep satisfaction when 
after a hard battle, you realise that the opposition are completely defeated 
and all that's left for you to do is decide how quickly to finish them off. He 
began walking slowly towards Ax who lay on the ground, severely injured 
and unable to move. Death Adder raised his axe. 


CHAPTER 
~ TWELVE ~ 


As Death Adder raised his axe to administer the killer blow, he 
smiled. A scream from high in the roof, however, caused him to hesitate — 
and that was all Ax needed. He rolled out of the path of the now falling 
axe, darted between the Lord's legs and stood behind him. 


He swung Skullcrusher with all his might and the force knocked 
Death Adder to the ground. Ax wished he could have turned to the 
Princess and thanked her for her timely scream, but that would have to 
wait. 


Death Adder got to one knee and Skullcrusher found its mark on the 
side of his head. Death Adder groaned and fell backwards to the ground 
once more. He slapped his hand on the ground and the yellow sparks flew 
across the floor towards Ax. Ax had learnt his lesson by now. He jumped 
as soon as Death Adder had slapped the stone. The sparks flew harmlessly 
under him and seemed to die out almost immediately. Ax used the jump 
well and once more struck Death Adder as he was trying to get up. 


Death Adder was far from finished yet though. As Ax moved in for 
another blow, the evil Lord swung the axe he still held in his left hand and 
caught Ax in the legs. Ax fell heavily and then struggled to get to his feet. 


Death Adder was up before him and swung his axe once more. Ax 
ducked the blow and charged towards the figure. He caught him on the 
arm unintentionally, but it did the job. Death Adder was knocked back 
again. 


Ax then moved around behind Death Adder and lifted Skullcrusher 
above his head. The sword began to spin and just as Death Adder rose to 
his full height and turned to strike at Ax, Ax swung. Skullcrusher sliced 
right through Death Adder, cutting the giant figure in two. The glass in 
every window in the room shattered with the intensity of Death Adder's 


final scream and the silence that rushed in a few seconds later was almost 
too much to bear. 


Ax breathed deeply and ran across the room to where the King and 
Princess were chained. He lowered the pair individually, first the Princess 
and then her father. She ran and embraced the King. Both looked well 
considering the ordeal they had been through. 


“Accept my utmost gratitude for our rescue,” said the King. 


“Thank you, my lord,” said Ax. ”Now we can start to rebuild Yuria 
and drive whatever forces Death Adder has left from our land.” 


The king looked solemn. He put his arm around his daughter and 
looked sadly at Ax. 


“T thank you for your courage, young man, for you have rid us of the 
hideous Death Adder. But I have a feeling this may not be the end of the 
story. It seems to me that Death Adder may be taking orders. He did 
sometimes disappear into that door,” the King said, pointing across the 
room to a small portal that was bolted from the outside. “Will you go into 
battle for me yet one more time?” 


Ax looked at the door and then back at the King. He could not refuse 
the look of pleading in the King's eyes. This was a good man who had 
ruled Yuria with a fair hand and a good heart and though he was no fighter 
and was old, Ax knew that if he refused, the King himself would go 
through the door and try to finally rid his land of the root of this evil. Ax 
felt that Yuria would have greater need of the King in the coming months 
than of him. 


“Yes, my lord,” said Ax. “I came here with the intention of destroying 
Death Adder and recovering the Golden Axe so that peace may return. You 
say Death Adder was taking orders, so my mission is but half over. When I 
have completed my task in full and you once more possess the Golden 
Axe, then my mission will be over.” 


The Princess hugged her father and kissed him on the cheek. She then 
looked towards Ax, lent across and kissed him on the cheek too. The tears 
from her eyes were wet on Ax Battler's cheek, but he felt it improper to 
wipe them away. 


He and the Princess looked at each other, but after a moment, Ax 
looked away. They both helped the King to his feet. Ax was nervous 
because he thought the sound of his battle with Death Adder would bring 
soldiers running. Luckily, none came and after a while he knew that none 
would come. 


He helped the King over to one side of the room and eased him to a 
sitting position on the floor where the wall would give him support. He 
caught the Princess's eye once more and this time he did not look away. 
She smiled at Ax and colour rushed to her cheeks. She then helped her 
father to get more comfortable while Ax still looked on. 


The Barbarian needed some rest before venturing through the door 
and so he too sat down for a while. The three of them talked and the 
Princess helped Ax attend to his wounds. Surprisingly, none were serious 
and he hadn't lost too much blood. 


Sleep was what Ax really needed, but they were far from out of 
danger yet. Who (or whatever) was holding the Golden Axe still ruled 
Yuria and was still evil. Ax sensed the King's impatience and he rose to his 
feet. 


Now he had taken on Death Adder and defeated him, Ax didn't think 
there could be anything beyond the door that could possibly be any worse. 
He told the King and Princess to wait in the room and bolt the door behind 
him. If he didn't return soon then they may as well greet whatever did 
emerge with open arms and try to save themselves with whatever pact they 
could make. 


The King would hear nothing of the idea and he took Ax's hand and 
wished him luck. Ax looked once again at the Princess and saw, for the 
first time, how very beautiful she was. He walked across the room to the 
door, took hold of the bolt and slowly drew it back. 


CHAPTER 
~ THIRTEEN ~ 


Ax heard the King and the Princess close and bolt the door behind 
him. Ax stood alone on a stone path that must have been about four feet 
wide. There was no ground on either side of the path, just empty 
blackness. He wondered how deep these chasms were, so he kicked a 
small stone over the edge. He gave up waiting for the sound of the pebble 
landing after several minutes and instead turned to see where the path lead. 


The light was bad and he couldn't actually see more than 20 feet in 
front of him, but he noticed a large wall on the left side, some 15 feet away 
from the path. 


He also noticed something very curious about the wall. It seemed to 
glow and Ax had the unnerving feeling that it was watching him. The 
Barbarian knew that was a ridiculous idea and put it down to his own 
nerves — until he actually saw a pair of eyes in the wall staring back at 
him, that is! 


The eyes didn't belong to the wall though. They were set in a large 
statue of a figure dressed for battle. The figure wasn't a Heninger, or a 
Longmoan or any of the monsters Death Adder usually had in his army. It 
looked old too and Ax wondered why there were several of the things built 
into the wall. 


Perhaps they were the remains of previous adventurers who'd once 
trod this very path? That thought spooked the warrior badly, so he decided 
it was probably better to just concentrate on the task at hand rather than 
worry about things he could only guess at. With a sigh, Ax moved on. 


He hadn't got very far when he thought his quest had come to an 
abrupt end. The path was broken. There was a huge section missing in it, 
but he could see it continue into the darkness on the other side of the gap. 
AX was just trying to decide how he was going to get across when he heard 
noises behind him and turned to see a Heninger and a Longmoan. 


Ax didn't stop to wonder where they'd come from but advanced 
towards them. He'd only got one ace up his sleeve and he was banking on 
it working. The Heninger and Longmoan stopped when Ax came clearly 
into view and they paused before both attacking at once. 


Ax ducked the attacking Heninger and sliced at the Longmoan. 
Skullcrusher found its mark in the soldier's belly. The Barbarian then 
quickly sheathed Skullcrusher, grabbed hold of the Longmoan, lifted him 
up into the air and helped him over the side of the path. Ax didn't hear him 
hit the ground either, even though the air was so still the slightest sound 
would have carried for miles. 


The Heninger proved to be little trouble as well. Eventually, his 
screams died away too as he plummeted into the darkness. Ax took a 
couple of minutes to recover himself and then once more walked to where 
the path seemed to just stop. 


He decided that the only way he could get across the gap was by 
jumping. He backed up as far as he thought he needed to go, checked 
Skullcrusher was safe, took a deep breath and started to run. 


The gap came at Ax much faster than he'd expected and he almost 
missed his timing and tried to push himself off for the jump in mid-air! Ax 
sailed across the gap and cleared it by a good five feet. He landed on the 
other side — straight into the arms of a waiting Skeleton! 


The Skeleton seemed more surprised than Ax, so the warrior wasted 
no time in drawing Skullcrusher and letting loose. The Skeleton was 
cautious and aware of the narrowness of the path, however, and although 
Ax knocked it down, there was still no way he could grab hold of the 
monster and throw it off. 


Ax was forced to do what he was best at: fighting like a maniac and 
ignoring any pain! Soon the Skeleton lay as dust and Ax looked in wonder 
at the ashes. Because there was no breeze here to scatter them, they lay 
exactly where the Skeleton had fallen. 


Ax moved on and soon noticed something else that caused him to be 
surprised — the wall on the left seemed to be closer! There were still 
Statues in it, but either they were bigger than the ones he'd seen earlier or 
they were closer to him. Ax wished he hadn't noticed while he continued 


along the narrow path. The light seemed to have changed too — not 
dramatically, but enough to make the statues look different, more alive. 


The path turned abruptly left for ten feet or so before continuing on in 
the usual direction. That made Ax wonder too. Why should the path 
change course? He stopped worrying and almost smiled when he saw four 
thieves up ahead. Even here, thought Ax, as he relieved them of six 
potions before allowing them to scamper on. 


Ax continued walking and then stopped. He heard the strange sound 
of wind, strange because the place had been so deathly quiet up until then. 
He looked around but saw nothing. He looked forwards again and still saw 
nothing. The sound grew louder — and then Ax saw it up ahead. 


Two figures began to take shape in front of him. They seemed to be 
appearing out of the shadows as if someone could take a lump of darkness 
and mould it into a shape. The figures became more distinct and it wasn't 
long before Ax was faced by a Heninger and a Storchinaya, both grey and 
dead like the ones he'd fought on the Fiend's Path. 


Ax prepared himself and then remembered how he'd defeated these 
monsters before. He moved cautiously back along the path to where it had 
turned left. The blind soldiers sensed his movement and followed slowly. 


Ax then speeded up and when he had passed across the turning, he 
stopped. Then he shouted at the top of his lungs. The figures snapped their 
heads to the direction of the sound and speeded up. Both then 
simultaneously walked off the edge of the path and Ax smiled as they 
plummeted into the bottomless blackness below. 


CHAPTER 
~ FOURTEEN ~ 


Ax felt like he'd been walking for miles. He'd been on the path a long 
time, so surely the structure this path went through would be visible 
outside the Castle? Why then had he not heard of it? Strange things were 
afoot and Ax had a nagging feeling they were going to get stranger before 
his mission was complete. 


The path widened gradually and although Ax had grown accustomed 
to the light he could still see no more than 30 feet in front of him. It was 
almost as if there was some external force denying anyone on the path 
more visibility than was permitted. 


His journey since the first incident with the grey Heninger and 
Storchinaya had been largely uneventful. He'd met several more of the 
same figures, always manifesting themselves out of blackness and always 
blind. Each and every one had been dealt with in the same way. 


The path was much more convoluted now and it seemed to twist and 
turn this way and that almost as if whoever built it was trying to use as 
many stone slabs as possible to create a path that failed to go forward! Of 
course, this gave Ax ample opportunity to move to a suitable position and 
call the soldiers to their death — although things had been hairy for a 
while after four of the figures had suddenly materialised around him at 
once. 


Ax continued to notice how the wall seemed to be getting closer. He 
was at a point now where he could almost touch the statues as he passed 
them. Of course, he thought it wise not to tempt fate and so left them well 
alone. A little further on and Ax's suspicions became reality. The wall and 
the path met. 


The wall was one of three walls that joined up to create a large 
chamber. The fourth wall was missing because this was where the path 


connected to the room. Ax stepped off the path and into the chamber, 
which he noticed had a different kind of stone flooring. 


Large bronze statues, each on an inscribed pedestal, lined the wall 
that had accompanied Ax on his journey, but now they weren't built into 
the wall but instead stood proud and open. Ax tried to decipher the text on 
the pedestals but soon gave up because it was written in a tongue that he 
did not recognise. 


The statues were not all unfamiliar, however. Ax recognised a 
Heninger, a Longmoan and a Bizarrian. He also saw some strange foul 
creatures that resembled the monsters his father and grandfather had called 
Orcs. There were many legends among the Barbarian folk that spoke of 
how their race had fought armies of these Orc creatures when they had 
invaded Yuria centuries ago. Ax decided that if they were indeed Orcs, he 
was very glad to have only had to fight Death Adder! Taking on one of 
these monsters did not seem like a very healthy thing to do! 


Ax walked around the room and saw a large door on the far side. He 
crossed the room to go through it, but stopped when he heard a groaning 
sound like someone forcing open an iron gate whose hinges had long since 
rusted up. 


Ax turned towards the sound and was astounded to see two of the 
statues climbing off their pedestals and start moving towards him. Ax's 
first reaction was one of gratitude because one statue was a Heninger and 
the other, a Longmoan — not one of those fearsome looking Orc-things. 


Their joints creaked and squeaked in protest as they advanced and Ax 
clearly noticed that they found moving an incredibly difficult task. This 
gave him an excellent idea. 


He quickly rushed across the room towards the path he'd just travelled 
along. He easily avoided the statues who followed him as best they could. 
Unfortunately, these nasties seemed to be able to see the Barbarian. This 
narrowed his options down a bit and meant he couldn't trick them into 
walking into thin air like he'd done with the other monsters on the 
pathway. 


Ax stood at the edge of the room, as close to the abyss as he dared 
and waited for the statues to catch up with him. The Heninger closed in 
first and Ax sliced with Skullcrusher. The sound of his blade on bronze 


was loud and the shockwaves shook the wielder but made no impression 
on the solid statue. Ax then put Plan B into action. 


He avoided the Heninger's swing and leapt into the air, turing 
sharply as he landed. Now he was behind the Heninger who, at the same 
time, had only managed to half turn around. 


Ax shoved with all his might, one eye on the still advancing 
Longmoan, and the Heninger began to topple. It fell with a mighty crash 
that didn't seem to hurt it at all but Ax kept pushing and the thing began to 
slide across the floor. Ax didn't stop pushing until he felt gravity take most 
of the weight and the Heninger slipped over the edge into the chasm. Ax 
turned swiftly around to face the Longmoan. He wasn't sure that the trick 
was going to work again, so he waited for the Longmoan to make the first 
move. 


The creaking sound was tremendous as the Longmoan swung its club 
at Ax's head. Ax ducked and narrowly avoided a blow that might well have 
ended his quest there and then. He moved swiftly and raced around behind 
the Longmoan and kept running towards the other side of the room. Then 
he turned and started running back. 


Ax gritted his teeth and braced himself for the impact as he slammed 
his shoulder into the Longmoan. The blow knocked the huge statue over 
the precipice. Unfortunately, Ax followed through on the strike with too 
much energy and he stared in wide-eyed terror as he realised he too was 
not going to stop before he reached the edge! 


Ax screamed and with an extraordinary effort he swung Skullcrusher 
backwards over his head with both hands and all his might. The blade bit. 
And held. 


Ax was dangling over the edge, supported only by Skullcrusher which 
had bitten halfway through the edge of the floor! The Barbarian didn't dare 
breathe as he tried to figure out what to do next. 


CHAPTER 
~ FIFTEEN ~ 


There was only one thing for Ax to do. He shifted his grip on the hilt 
of Skullcrusher until he was facing into the room. Then, with a mighty 
leap, he let go of his sword and reached out for the edge of the floor. It was 
still a long shot though, because Ax had no ground to push against and had 
to overcome the forces of gravity too. Luckily, he managed to grab the 
stone floor's edge with one hand. Even so, for a second he dangled 
precariously. 


He quickly brought his other hand up and took hold of the floor's 
edge and then finally remembered to breathe. The Barbarian clambered up 
and was soon safely on solid ground again. He then turned around, back 
towards the abyss, lay down on his stomach and began the task of freeing 
Skullcrusher from the stone floor without dropping it. 


The sword finally popped loose and Ax breathed a sigh of relief as he 
once more walked back towards the door on the other side of the room. He 
hadn't got far when it began to open. A figure entered, a massive figure, 
larger than any he had yet encountered, dressed entirely in gold armour 
from top to toe with a large gold broadsword and an equally large golden 
shield. 


Ax wondered if this was the force behind Death Adder, whether he'd 
finally arrived at his quest's end or not, when another figure came in, 
identical to the first down to the last detail — even the colour of the 
armour. 


Ax backed away from the door towards the edge of the room again, 
wondering how he was going to fight these demons and whether he should 
use his magic now or save it for later. Ax chose the latter option, stopped at 
the edge of the room and waited for the advancing guards. 


Like so many of the foes he'd defeated already, they seemed coached 
in some very basic combat tactics and it didn't look as if they'd come top of 


the class either. The gold giants split up and attempted to come at Ax from 
the front and the back at once. Ax raised Skullcrusher above his head and 
began spinning the sword before either of them had got into their final 
positions. 


AX was now supremely adept at this manoeuvre and struck out at the 
giant furthest away from the edge of the platform first. If he was going to 
be hit by the second giant while he was occupied with the first, then it was 
a far better thing to be knocked into the room than out of it into oblivion. 


Skullcrusher struck with a mighty clang that clearly dented the gold 
breastplate of the first giant, knocked him off balance and sent him onto 
the floor with a loud thud. Ax followed through his actions to bring the 
sword, still spinning, back above his head. He turned quickly and in the 
Same movement swung again at the second giant. Skullcrusher found its 
mark and the giant crumpled as it fell backwards. This one had no stone 
floor to land on though... 


Ax just had the one gold armoured giant in the middle of the room to 
contend with now. He was already clambering to his feet as fast as his 
armour and injuries would allow. 


Ax ran towards the giant and shoulder charged him. The blow landed 
well, knocked him back to the floor and made him drop his sword and 
shield. Ax didn't follow up the attack and finish the giant off as he could 
have done though. 


Instead, he backed off towards the very edge of the room. The giant 
quickly found his feet and seized the initiative. With Ax so close to the 
edge, it was impossible for the soldier to resist the temptation to runand 
administer his own shoulder charge on Ax and send him forever into 
blackness. Or so he thought. 


The giant charged. Ax was faster and the giant tumbled over the edge 
to join his clone. The Barbarian wondered which one would hit the ground 
first. He still hadn't heard anything land. Then he started pondering about a 
curious theory he'd heard from a strange wizard. The theory claimed that if 
you dropped feathers and bricks over the side of tall buildings, both would 
hit the ground at the same time. It seemed highly unlikely to him. 


Ax checked his pouch. Six bottles still. The warrior was very pleased, 
but he didn't allow himself to dally. The door at the end of the room led 


somewhere and Ax had to find out just where. He walked towards it and 
stopped to listen. There was nothing to be heard, so Ax twisted the iron 
ring that lifted the latch on the other side of the door and pushed. The door 
opened onto another room, similar to the one he was in, and Ax entered. 


CHAPTER 
~ SIXTEEN ~ 


Ax was not alone. Against the left wall was a huge throne and in the 
throne, a huge man. Dressed much like Death Adder, this Lord was 
different from that other great figure in one respect — he had purple and 
green shoulder and shin guards. The man appeared to be asleep. The two 
Skeletons that stood either side of him weren't asleep though. As soon as 
they saw Ax enter the room, they rushed at him. 


The sound of the movement caused the man in the throne to stir and 
he opened his eyes. He saw Ax and bellowed for the Skeletons to stop. 


“So, you've made it here, have you, Ax Battler the Barbarian?” 
Ax didn't answer. 


“You have surprised me at every stage of your journey, so I guess I 
should have been expecting you really,” boomed the huge figure. He rose 
and picked up the large battle axe that had been propped against the side of 
the throne. “But 'tis no matter, this is as near as you shall get to recovering 
the Golden Axe!” 


“Who are you and how do you know me?” asked Ax, casting furtive 
glances at the Skeletons who were poised like tethered dogs. 


“Oh yes, you thought Death Adder was in charge of the show... Well, 
as you are about to die, my friend, it can do no harm to fill you in on the 
gaps in your knowledge.” The strange figure seemed not in the least bit 
wotried by the presence of Ax. It was almost as if he'd invited him there... 


“My name is Death Bringer,” he intoned. “I am all seeing and all 
powerful — well, I am now that I have the Golden Axe. But you see, I 
couldn't let it be known that it was indeed me behind the plan to conquer 
Yuria, because if people know, then they always think they can come after 
you. People like you, Ax Battler — and I have no time for such irritations. 


“T set Death Adder up as the head of the invasion, so that I would be 
protected — and so that he would have to deal with any intruders. You, my 
friend, have got further than Death Adder and myself would have liked — 
especially Death Adder. But he's expendable, like everyone else.” 


Ax was stunned. The memories of Alex flooded back and he charged 
towards Death Bringer with his sword held high. Death Bringer motioned 
towards the Skeletons and they leapt into action. Ax was so fired with 
anger he was oblivious to the pain and he cut and sliced at the creatures 
until both lay crumpled on the ground. 


They were not dead yet though. Their bones soon reassembled and 
the two Skeletons were back on their feet in no time. Ax was sure he'd 
dealt both of them enough punishment to finish them off and was just 
about to start on them again when Death Bringer cast his hand towards the 
ground. 


The floor erupted as small volcanoes appeared everywhere. Ax felt 
the heat and pain flow through his body as the magic hit him with full 
strength. Soon he was on his back, writhing in agony. The volcanoes 
disappeared and Ax felt pleased he had survived the magic attack when, 
suddenly, a huge dragon's head — not a real dragon, because Ax could see 
through it appeared in the sky and started to breath flames all over him! 
The flames were real enough, however, and Ax was soon screaming as the 
magic fire seemed to enter every pore of his skin. 


The dragon disappeared and Ax groggily got to his feet. He quickly 
put his hand in the pouch and hit Death Bringer and the Skeletons with 
some magic of his own. When the magic abated, Ax chose to ignore the 
Skeletons as much as he could and concentrate on hitting Death Bringer 
with his hardy Skullcrusher. 


That was easier said than done, however. Ax soon fell prey to the 
mighty axe and tumbled to the ground, his energy almost gone. He 
wondered how much longer he could go on fighting the three of them. 
Death Bringer once more let loose with some magic, but Ax managed to 
jump the yellow sparks as they raced towards him along the ground. 


Ax finally had a plan. He battled Death Bringer against a wall, 
breaking off every now and again to stop the Skeletons from attacking. At 
long last, he managed to get a good hit on Death Bringer. 


The armoured giant fell and Ax quickly turned, swiped and struck the 
Skeleton that had crept up behind him. Death Bringer found his position 
against the wall tough to fight in because it left him little room to swing his 
axe. Ax Battler now had the timing perfect. He could strike Death Bringer, 
turn and make two strikes against the Skeletons and then leap and land 
another blow on the rising Death Bringer. 


Soon the fight was over. Death Bringer could not move and as he lay 
against the wall, the Skeletons just stood and watched their Master die. 
Suddenly, they just crumbled to dust and Death Bringer began to scream. 
The noise was hideous and Ax backed away from the fallen figure and 
clasped his hands to his ears. 


Death Bringer continued to scream and then turned his face towards 
the heavens. The Golden Axe fell with a swoop and embedded itself in 
Death Bringer's chest. A few seconds later, it clattered to the ground as 
Death Bringer's body decayed to dust. Ax walked forward and picked up 
the Golden Axe. 


There was a whooshing sound and Ax's world turned black. He held 
on to the Golden Axe and wondered what was happening. A spot of light 
appeared in the distance and Ax seemed to be moving towards it because 
the spot grew larger even as he watched it. 


Suddenly, the world turned to brilliant sunshine and Ax stood with the 
Golden Axe in his hand in the room where he'd parted company with the 
Princess and the King. The Barbarian handed the Golden Axe to the King 
and began walking towards the door that would lead him to the tower and 
fresh air. The King and Princess were silent as they watched him walk 
away... 


THE END 


(Or is it just the beginning?) 
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